1've been like the at SChool. DayY inh ahd day out ] was

t00 |oud, too different, to open. Opeh to et them read my book,

hO subtlety. T, WItHOUT thought, showed my heart and soul to

[ ]
many, leaving | ,tt | e left to guess upon, always in full view and

unprotected. Some of them, my friends, said ] should close my book,
choose Ca Y'e'FU l Iy what I should show others.

1 could get , You Know.

Yet...

1 feel as if T'Ve missed SOmething, a lesson of sorts. Something that would have
shown me this SUDt|E manner, this life everyonhe wahts to follow.

Or Perhaps

1 didh’t believe in it; let it pass beCause how could this subtlety be for

everyone 1 want people to know me. That means the whole me, all of me.

Go...This subtlety ish’t going to be

Me.



